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her; she stayed her hand, which was in the process of lifting a 
pickled apple to her mouth, in order to listen. Again came the 
cry, "Marian! Marian!" She dashed to the front yard, the apple 
still dangling from her hand. Out to the middle of the street 
she rushed. Her eyes grew wide as she took in the items of 
the scene. 
HTHE week before, the members of the Christian Church had 
taken up a collection and presented their minister with a 
spick-and-span new Chevrolet coupe. 
At the present time this gift of love and charity lay directly 
in the path of the bedeviled Ford. Marian lifted her eyes 
heavenward, and the little voice of her soul began to chant, 
"Don't let it hit that car. Don't let it hit that car. Don't let it 
. . . ." Crash! Marian jerked her eyes back to earth. 
The trundlebus, motor still running, reposed against the 
stump-end of a telephone pole which it hacT broken off by the 
force of the collision. Gleaming brightly in the sun, the min-
ister's car still sat in front of the church in righteous glory. 
Marian's knees buckled under her and she sank slowly to 
the ground. Her gaze dropped to the pickled apple, and she 
dreamily raised it to her mouth. 
Peace 
By Edna Oberndorfer, '40 
MY PEACE I find in simple things: In songs of birds, the whirr of wings, 
In moonlit nights, and summer days, 
In forest paths, and snowy ways, 
In gleaming stars, and misty rain, 
In fleeting sight of golden grain. 
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